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Above: Mrs. Kimberly, at left, during one of her tenures at the Hot
Springs in Montecito during the late 1800's. Her daughter Jennie is
next to her. Opposite page, top left is Jane Merritt Kimberly at the
age of seventeen. Mid-page, as a young woman. Bottom right shows
her late in life in front of her Kimberly Apartments at 104 Chapala
Street. Here she died, aged 96, in 1936.
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50 Years
and More

in Santa Barbara

by Jane Merritt Kimberly
as told to

Michael J. Phillips

From 1921 t0 1924, Mi-
chael Phillips did a series
of interviews with Santa
Barbara "oldtimers” for the
SantaBarbara Daily News. Jane
Kimberly came to Californiaas a
young woman in the early
1860’s, married Captain Martin
Morse Kimberly and came to
Santa Barbara in 1866. Following
is her account of her husband’s
various enterprises on the Chan-
nel Islands and of their life in
Santa Barbara. This article ap-
peared on July 22, 1922.

My father, P. G. Merritt, had the distinc-
tion of editing the first Republican paper
published in California. It was called The
Republican, and ardently supported by
Horace Greeley. My father admired that
great editor sincerely and did all he could
to further Greeley's cause. The early cop-
ies of the paper are on file in the state ar-
chives at Sacramento. Father came from

Connecticut in 1855 and located in San
Francisco, at that time being about 45
years of age. He bought out a printing es-
tablishment and published six papers, re-
taining the editorship of The Republican.
Hewasamemberofthe Vigilantesand took
aprominent partinother civicaffairs.1

Mother came west in 1860 to join
him, bringing myself, my brother and
sister. The girl who afterwards became

Col. Hollister's wife,aMiss James, was
on the same steamer. We crossed the
Isthmus of Panama on the railroad
and finished the journey by
steamer from the west side.

I lived in San Francisco six
years, then was married to Cap-
tain Martin M. Kimberly and
came to Santa Barbara to reside.

My husband had located in
/ this city 12 years earlier. He was

also from the East and when he
crossed the Isthmus in 1851 or ‘52, he had
to make the jour-
ney on muleback,
because the railroad
had not been built.

He was a seafar-
ing man in San
Francisco, when
his health became
impaired and he
began to have he-
morrhages. The
doctors who at-
tended him, told
him that he would
live six months if
he stayed there and
might possibly live
a year if he came to
Southern Califor-
nia. The hemor-
rhages were caused by his diving to re-
lease his anchor, which was fouled in
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San Francisco Bay. He swallowed sea wa-
ter which was poisoned by copper from
the anchor and this affected his lungs.

Captain Kimberly naturally decided to
come to Southern California. Accompa-
nied by an old English sailor as nurse, he
journeyed to Santa Barbara. It was the
general belief here in those days, 1854,
that Santa Cruz Island was owned by the
government and that anyone, consequent-
ly, might live on it and take up land.2

He wanted to live in the open, and the
wild and primitive conditions on Santa
Cruz appealed to him. So he and the sailor
went over there and established a home for
themselves. They stayedforthreeyears.

The sailor declared that he could re-
store my husband to health. He found an
old gunny sack in which there had been
salt, and with this he rubbed my husband
down vigorously every day. The hemor-
rhages ceased before long, and Caprain
Kimberly began gaining health and
strength. He was six feet two and a half
inches tall and weighed, when his health
was restored, 225 pounds. He was very
quick for his size and weight and also
strong and fearless.

One of his lungs had entirely wasted
away under the attack of tuberculosis, but
the other healed up, and the lack could
not be detected. There were few more
vigorous outdoorsmen in this district.

Much gold dust

A dramatic occurrence of their stay on
Santa Cruz was the wrecking of the
steamer Winfield Scott in 1855 or 's6, on
Anacapa Island. She was a large vessel, en
route from San Francisco to Panama,
with many returning gold seekers aboard
and much gold dust.3

When the vessel went on the rocks,
she was abandoned. They took only the

Seaman, rancher, store owner, otter
hunter: Captain Martin Morse Kim-
berly, who perished in the seas off Japan
in his last otter hunting expedition.

gold dust with them in the open boats,
abandoning everything else.

Really, what followed is a sort of
Swiss Family Robinson story. Captain
Kimberly and the sailor saw the ship on
the point of Anacapa and sailed over to
investigate, after they had traced the
wreck by debris which had come ashore
on their island. They found it deserted,
but filled with the finest sort of foods
and wines and a great many other things.

They made several trips back and
forth, appropriating what they wanted.
My husband told me afterwards that one
of the articles which he took off for his
home on Santa Cruz was a large mirror.
Finally, the vessel broke up and sank.
The great eagle in the Lobero Theatre was
taken from the vessel on which it was an
ornament.4

After three years on Santa Cruz, he
discovered that the island was not gov-
ernment property, but had been taken up.
So he decided to leave it and go over to
San Nicolas, which did belong to the
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government, and where he would be un-
disturbed.

Right here let me tell you how the
wild pigs which are now so plentiful and
dangerous on Santa Cruz came to be there.

In my husband's early days on the is-
land, pork was very scarce, and cost from
75 cents to one dollar per pound. So he
imported some male and female pigs from
San Francisco and turned them loose on
SantaCruz.

time. T he flocksincreased untilthey num-
bered 15,000 and our income from them
was $10,000 a year. Wool was very high.

Then came the dry year of 1864,
which dealt Captain Kimberly a very
hard blow. There was no rain at all, and
many of the sheep died.

The frantic sheep

How the hogs came

When he was gathering up his stock
and other belongings preparatory to mov-
ing to San Nicolas, he could not catch all
the pigs, so left the wildest of them. Asa
result, they multiplied and throve and are
the ancestors of those on the island today.
There were no hogs on the island when
Captain Kimberly moved there.

Many stories have been afloat as to how
the hogs came to be brought to Santa Cruz,
but this is the truth.

Captain Kimberly stocked San Nicolas
with sheep, and they increased very rap-
idly. The ewes had young twice a year
and two were almost always born each

Another dry year, in 1869 or 7o,
turned San Nicolas into a desert and
drove my husband out of the sheep busi-
ness with heavy loss. In those days, San
Nicolas was luxuriantly covered with
vegetation, but the sheep, in their frantic
efforts to get water, clipped off all that
survived the dry, hot winds.

The wild carrot, with long, strong
roots which went far down into the soil,
had moisture at the bottom of them and
the sheep dug two or three feet into the
ground to get at the bottom of them. The
winds blew sand completely over the is-
land, burying the roots and the seeds that
remained so deep that they were smoth-
ered and have made the island simply a
waste of yellow sand.

I have been told by an experienced per-
son that, if seed were sown on the west
end during the rainy season, that the
wind would carry it over the island and
the moisture would cause it to germinate,
thus re-clothing the island with verdure.
He declares that the soil is good and pro-
ductive.

Captain Kimberly saw that he would
lose all his sheep unless he could get them
off, so he chartered a large vessel and took
the sheep, 1,000 at a time, to San Francis-

Above left: The ill-fated Winfield Scott.

Below left: The Lobero eagle, recently on
display in the Historical Society Museum.
Photo: William Dewey.
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co, where he sold them to the butchers.
The last 4,000 he could not get off and
they remained on the island when he sold
it to Mr. Hamilton, a San Francisco bank-
er, in 1870 or '71.6

I must digress to tell you the story of
the Hamilton family. They were very
wealthy. There were two pretty and
charming daughters. When I went back
to San Francisco on visits after my marri-
age, | saw a great deal of them, and we
went together to picnics in the
Woodward Gardens. When 1 went
down to the wharf to take ship back to
Santa Barbara, I would find much fruit
and many flowers in the cabin which
they had thoughtfully sent down, and
they would go with me to the wharf to
say goodbye.

One of them married a young man of
distinguished Southern family. In fact,
his grandfather was governor of Mary-
land and he was well thought of in San
Francisco. When Mr. Hamilton died,
there was his large estate to settle up, and
the widow and two girls gave this man
power of attorney to attend to affairs.

Phoebe Hearst, who was very fond of
her. She secured a divorce, and while at
Del Monte, met Lord Waterloo, Lord
Mayor of London. He fell in love with
her and they were married and went to
England. The last I knew, she was still
living in London. She was one of the late
Queen Victoria's most intimate friends.

No hacks

Notoriety and scandal

He sold everything he could lay his
hands on conveniently, at ridiculous
prices, gathered together all the money he
could find and fled. San Nicolas Island,
which had been sold by Captain Kimber-
ly to Mr. Hamilton for $18,000, for in-
stance, this man sold for $6,000.

The fugitive was located afterwards in
Kansas, but the Hamilton family refused
to prosecute, because of the notoriety and
scandal which would ensue. He had not
beggared them, though he had reduced
their fortune considerably.

The girl who had been his wife went
to Del Monte sometime after with Mrs.

I was married to Captain Kimberly in
1865 and came to Santa Barbara on the
Orizaba. | was the only woman for this
port on that trip and the whole town
came down to the beach to welcome me.
There was no large wharf then and we
made a surf landing. A sailor carried me
ashore. He must have been a very large,
strong sailor, because he also carried my
husband ashore through the surf and did
not lose his footing.

I had never been in a town that there
were not hacks to meet the steamers and |
was quite humiliated when my husband
loaded me into an express wagon to take
me uptown. | asked him later why he
did not have a hack to meet us, and he
echoed in surprise, “Hack? There isn't
such a thing in the place. The express
wagon is the only vehicle we have for
bringing people up from the beach.”

He owned at that time the block on
which we now live, bounded by Chapala,
State, Mason and Yanonali streets, and our
house was an adobeon State Street, near the
upper side of the block. We did not go
there, butstayedatthe St. CharlesHotel.

The St. Charles was not in the location
then to which it was afterwards removed
and which has been referred to so often
by other old residents, that is, on the site
of the St. Charles Market, on the west
side of the street, below De la Guerra,
near where the Daily News is now, in
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A "Spanish orchestra,” perhaps similar to this one, welcomed hamé the California Regi-

ment to Santa Barbara in 1866. The Unitarian Church is at right.

the building owned by the Oreiias at the
present time.”

Mr. Tebbetts, the former owner of the
Santa Barbara Independent, forerunner of
the Daily News, conducted the hotel.
‘When we prepared to leave San Francisco
to come down here, my husband said,
“The house is all complete and waiting
for you, except for tidies for the chairs.
WEe'll have to get them here.”

Quite primitive

I found that it was complete and well-
furnished. We had silverware for the
table, and, to my surprise, I noted that at
least in one wealthy home here, silver-
ware was unknown. They had steel
knives and iron forks. So you can see, it
was quite primitive.

A few months after my arrival, the
California Regiment, which had been sent
first to Wilmington and then to the Mex-
ican border in Arizona for service, came
home by steamer from Los Angeles. It
was a festive occasion.

I don't believe there was a woman in

Santa Barbara who owned a hat; they all
wore a scarf over their heads. I noticed
that in the parade.

A Spanish orchesta furnished music
for the procession of the soldiers up from
the wharf. It was led by one Pico, play-
ing the violin. The women walked with
them and this made it a rather irregular
sort of parade.

Anyway, because of the condition of
State Street, it would have been impossi-
ble to march with precision. The street
was rough and crooked, uphill and
down, guttered and gullied where the
water ran down it and twisting around
the little knolls and hillocks in its path.

I never dared to go out walking on the
street alone, because one might meet a
horseman dashing along at top speed, and
as there were no sidewalks, the pedestrian
was forced to take care of himself or her-
self. Sometimes the rider would be chas-
ing a wild steer and the roping and
throwing of the steer would take place
while other traffic halted.

There were marks of the drought
when I came here. The estero was white
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The first service at the new Episcopal
Church on Gutierrez Street was held on
Christmas Day, 1868.

with the bones of the cattle which had
come down to it, seeking in vain for wa-
ter. The estero is now the slough, which
penetrates along the east side of town a
considerable distance up Milpas Street.
When I came up here there were no
Protestant churches and in 1867 the first,
the Congregational, was established.
Shortly thereafter, the Episcopal bishop
decided to establish a church in this dis-
trict. It was within a few months and the

course of the Congregationalists in com-
ing here doubtless decided him.

I am an Episcopalian and in order to
raise funds for the church, which was to
be located between State and Anacapa on
Gutierrez Street, we, the few Americans
who were here and of the Episcopal
faith, decided to give a fair.

The fair was held in the Aguirre house
on East Carrillo, on the site of the Little
Town Club of today, and was a great suc-
cess. Of course, the population was over-
whelmingly Catholic, being Spanish and
Californian, but they patronized us liber-
ally and we cleared over $600.

We couldn't have given the fair with-
out the help of the Catholic girls who
worked on the booths and the decorations
and attended to the crowds who thronged
the house during the fair. The house had
no floor and we laid one in the patio for
dancing. The booths were set back in the
arches around the patio. One of the girls
who worked hardest was Miss Thomp-
son, a relative of Dixie Thompson. She
has recently returned here. Her name is
now Mrs. Tyng.

At that fair, the first ice cream ever
seen in Santa Barbara was sold. It had

The site of the Episcopal fair was the Aguirre adobe in the first block of East Carrillo
Street. Built around 1841, it was demolished in 1884 after years of neglect. Henry
Chapman Ford etching is from the Santa Barbara Historical Society collection.
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been a popular delicacy in San Francisco
before I left there, and I brought with me
when I came to Santa Barbara a servant
who knew how to make it. I sent to San
Francisco for the ice, which came in
time, and she made up a large quantity of
ice cream.

Wesolditat 25 centsadish. Thewomen
andgirls would invest, takea spoonfulofit,
and then cry out in surprise and dismay,
“Muy fria, muy fria!” (Very cold, very
cold!) They would run away a little dis-
tance, but after a time, would come back
again and taste more cautiously.

When their teeth had become accus-
tomed to the cold, they ate the ice cream
eagerly and some bought more.

Don’t shoot!

I have been told my husband greatly
resembled Jack Powers, the notorious out-
law, who terrorized California in the ear-
ly days. Because of that resemblance, he
came very near to losing his life. He was
standing in the door of a house on Cafién
Perdido Street in 1853 or 1854 and men
outside in the darkness, knowing that
Powers was in the vicinity, came to the
conclusion that here he was, delivered
into their hands.

They were taking aim when one in
position to see a little better than the others
cried out, “Don’t shoot, it’s Kimberly!”

For several years there was little law
but the law of the strongest and one had to
be prepared to defend himself. My hus-
band came over from the island one time
with a considerable sum of money to pay
out to sheep shearers who had worked for
him. He placed the money in the safe of
Mr. First.

First had a store at Burton’s Mound,
lower Chapala and the Boulevard, and his

was the only safe in town. When my

husband went to First's to get the money,
he saw some strangers loitering about, but
paid little attention to them. They must
have kept him in sight, but not closely
enough to realize that he had paid our all
his money to the men he owed, before he
started for Montecito to hire some other
Californians that he needed.

There were very few houses in Mon-
tecito and the country between this little
town and that district was covered with
dense brush and live oak except for some
trails through it. My husband was jog-
ging along when he heard a furious clatter
behind him and turned to see two of the
strangers riding down on him at a gallop,
swinging their lariats. They intended to
rope him, drag him from his horse, kill
and rob him.

Well, he put spur to the horse and
dashed away at top speed. He lay flat in
the saddle, his face down on the horse’s
neck, for two reasons: to keep from being
brushed off by the overhanging limbs of
the live oaks and to prevent their lariats
settling upon him

Repeatedly, the loops did fall on him,
but because of his position, they could
not take hold and he threw them off. By
some miracle, he avoided the great limbs
of the trees and won the race. As soon as
the first house came in sight, the robbers
turned about and galloped off.

Otter—get the guns!

I must tell you how my husband
came to be a hunter of sea otter. He was
out in a small boat with the old English
sailor, when he first went to Santa Cruz,
and noticed a strange animal swimming
in the water. He inquired what it was.

“That's a sea otter,” replied the sailor
excitedly, “and his pelt is worth $2s.
Let's go get the guns!”



NOTICIAS

58

E———

3 \ o .
T30 w0 SE \\vu\\ r\v&}\\w\ \\kls) \:\Q: .\\.§\ 22, Ng\‘ﬁ“\ ‘V\”w.‘w\\\\ﬁww ﬂ:\\ﬁ\ B
| u?N\x Hl bep Spresr—f 225 S2 B 2 TR GORH Y 55 4 TP &
£ # N P )7 ), :aﬁ\\t\ww

\\: 27 \.-ﬂ“\\ \\\\\W\\\\x BT iy

277 2077047 » \Q\%J\:\\ . % o
xxnv\\mh\hwwu\ ‘Rl o \n\ Vs% \\Nu\\\ k&. i I\a\v f\««i:\&k\ Ry J&\M{.\\\\ﬁ 7 zW\W 1
/ pﬁh\\vd\\.uxqvn}:\ B i v e tx\\\ FOH e pr07Y o :

‘4 #EGE af T \“\\ s S AP Mk V4 T ) e b 7 \»: ¥l
,W\»Mrb\VvVN wawn\ M\wv\\\ww»v QI\(-\.X.\\ JN R Vu\\\v %‘\\\wﬂx\lwmmw \\ 2 ,\m .&.\
| \\\W‘\VN\ NG Q&QWU:E w22 2 - i\MV.\\\\\\\Q yop \ \W\

\sr 947 ¢ \&\\@@&

\“\V\%&\\\»\&v\ \N\.»\E 70 x\::X«\\t

i ?w\\ N\ &\\Q\%\\v\\ k\\x\\\\\\wa\

\l\\h “PP7) =

\i»m 225, ~EAPILT, .v\..hN\& lv\mw\\\f 227 x\\u\\ o iy Sl
v 2 7
N\\Q > é\.\\»\ P»\ NSV\ \\va\. op2aop’’s rar \\\ e by
\»\VWN \Vﬂ\ N \y\\\\ Qnu\ 5 ¥K 225" - KN«WN\\W\N
J\\\ .M V\ﬁw\n\ \W\\ N\d m,\\ e e A \\\ 2%, Pzl ez
IW\\\ A2 VN\V\V\»:.J‘N, 7 e ﬁ\\ J\\u\vlwn\wﬂv\\u\\\ 274 Y/ Ak \\ 77

w \W J\l\v‘\\ ||J\-ﬂ% "V&\\\Q \
\\\W\\V\V\ N\. H Vm \\\ \\ \ \\\\\

) & 2 # 27~ . A NW\ |
\\d\u \\\J 27 m.” 2 u\\\\w\\ L \ ngu G o WN\&\\“ \\\ ] xl 2/ .\

\\.\\Uf»\\\ & e o J\vnbw\\\ i ,\% \\Q\QQV\. 22> oy > \\N O NS ST

\v\ 22?0 e \»v\ g PP Vet II“M.\VUNW\ J\\\\\\N\\ Ly 34977 of masd
1 r )P \.V‘\\ e E 4 2 ».v\
\\\l\ﬂ \l\ £y u\\ AR 02 2.2 P Y —sap ) o \H\, 4s\w... vy
ESS - 4 Al | o \\ns 7 r\“uN\Vv‘\N\ \wk\\ ( \ ik, ey
\\.,w\\\u\ 2 QV%\ Qu&&k«%\v\ LD —2220 Py sery PP \\\ Y 3
e i;io\.N.w\\ foor 98 ht 78 \\3&% Ve W s v e i ot 2é \v.\ i
\\\\\\Vo\\\»» w gv.ub \lﬁ\ a\v‘\k\w 77 % T AR w...ﬂ«w i |
(- \\ P e GA7, \I.-u\)a 2. L pesie 227 NEY AP S
ARy g ¥ % ik S s S

f.“N &G\ \
oy A2 B ql \N !\v , " ‘ L S
:\»3\ \Vﬂt\\w\%\i o i N\.A\EN\ “\x@ Vs x\ )

= \Q \\3\\\% 7 \\N\x 27 PTIMTILI2LY & ~zen oo QK\\\\&N\\\\ Aderyy \\ \m\\
¥ F2 225 7 s m“n& ey it =

\“\k\\\\a\ G \\M\\\\\ \\\M\ \\ \rx\\\tﬁﬂ\ \N e \\Q\\\&t\\:\\\

“t7; il L g ) ) 27y M

t\M\\ 772227 \Ww.\w\\\d&\\ﬂ\ 22 %Qu\\\w wmnzoy VO\MV&«W.\ v\\\\ i

iz wr\gﬂ FAEGrL TR TR acecs \%Q\sg % %\\ n\g\\\ﬁi\\

g

b

The log book from Captain Kimberly's first otter hunting voyage to Japanese waters in 1872-73.
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They returned hastily to camp for a
rifle, then set out again to the place where
they had seen the otter swimming. My
husband had been brought up on an is-
land in the Sound off Guilford, Connec-
ticut, where his father was keeper of the
light and custodian of the old Revolution-
ary fort which still stood there. He had
done much fishing and hunting and was
a very good shot.

In order to secure otter, it was necessary
to be a good shot. At any alarm the otter
would dive. The marksman would stand
up in the swaying boat, his rifle ready. In
afew seconds, the otter would bob up, take
a look around and dive again if he saw
anything alarming. The shot had to be
quick and sure or the otter escaped.

Well, the first day they got three. The
sailor showed my husband how to skin
the carcasses and cure the pelts. The first
season he secured more than 100 otter
pelts and sold them to Mr. First, who
kept the storeand trading establishment.

He stayed home for five years after his
first trip to Japan, which was in 1873,
then went back in 1878 for the season
again. His ship was lost at sea with all on
board. Among those who perished with
him was Joe Dover's brother, who was a
very good rifleman.

Sea otter are now
extinct, | understand.

Very profitable

That was the start of a very profitable
occupation and for several years my hus-
band hunted otter, first around the is-
lands, and then, on dull seasons there, in
the waters of Lower California. He had
six boats, each with a complete crew of
Californians for otter hunters. He trained
these men himself and they became very
good shots and skillful hunters.

Gradually, the otter became scarcer and
scarcer and finally my husband resolved
10 go to the Sea of Okhotsk, off the shores
of Siberia and northern Japan, for them.
On the first cruise in his own vessel, he
took $22,000 worth of them in one
month. The skins, when cured, were
sold mostly in Russia, where they were
in great demand among the wealthy.

Sea otter are now extinct, | under-
stand. The price of skins went to $300
and $400 and recently I heard of a skin
quoted at $7,000.8

When Caprain Kimberly came home
after his first voyage and told me of his
great success, it created a good deal of ex-
citement here. David Ap Jones, who was
a brother-in-law of Ramén Malo, who
still lives here, and Dr. Brinkerhoff con-
ceived the idea of going into the sea otter
business, 1o, and Ap Jones went to Japan
10 get a concession for hunting. He was a
friend of the American minister, De
Long, and believed it would be easy. But
for some reason, the Japanese refused the
concession and he had to come home
empty-handed.

Captain George Nidever the elder was
otter hunting off the Channel Islands
when my husband came to Santa Barbara
and continued for many years thereafter
at this occupation. Captain Nidever is
made famous in one of Emerson’s essays
on society. In an article on Courage, a
poem is incorporated, which was written
by a woman whose name is not given by
Emerson. The poem tells how Captain
Nidever, when unarmed, met a bear in
the Santa Barbara mountains. He looked
the animal unflinchingly in the eye, and
it turned and went away without attack-
ing him.
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I read with interest the story of John S.
Bell in your “Fifty Years” column recent-
ly. I had been here but a short time when
Mr. Bell and Mr. Jaques landed from the
steamer, and that night I attended a recep-
tion given for them at the home of Dr.
Shaw, next door to our place.

I have seen frequent
mention of the old wharf at
the foot of Chapala Street
and someone referred toitas §
being owned by Captain
Trussell. It was built by a
party of the pioneer resi- F%
dents, who formed a very |
informal organization, each [
putting in some money.
Among those who contrib-
uted were Dr. Shaw, Cap-
tain Kimberly, Captain
Trussell, Dr. Brinkerhoff,
Col. Heath and Charles
Pierce. They built a ware-
house, too.

There were some queer |
characters here in the early |
days. One was “Pedro
Loco,” Crazy Pete, who de-
lighted in making his horse
prance and buck on the nar-
row State Street, in order to frighten wom-
en and children who might be passing.

Pedro Loco played a partin alittle come-
dy with my husband, which I think
amused Captain Kimberly more than itan-
noyed him. We had a pair of white horses
for our carriage and they were pastured in
the large lot about our house.

Every few months, the horses would
disappear. After a day or two, Pedro
would loiter by and my husband would
say, “Pedro, my horses have gotten lost
and I don't know where they are. Do
you think you could find them? I'll give
you five dollars if you do.”

“Tll try to find them, Captain,” Pedro
would reply, eagerly. Sure enough, in a
few hours he would be back with the
horses, would pocket his five dollars and
ride off.

One time, when my husband was
away, our coachman, who was in the
carriage waiting for my
mother and me to come out
f and take a drive, entered the
¥ house and said, "Pedro Loco
wants four bits.”

My husband had always
warned me never to give
Pedro any money, because
. there would be no end to his
demands after that. When |
. came out, | told him I had
no money for him.

Then he said, "If you
don't give me money, [ will
ride alengside your carriage
all the way up State Street,
calling you bad names in
Spanish.”

I remained firm and we
. started on the drive. True to
_ his word, Pedro kept his
horse at our pace, shouting a
continuous stream of Span-
1sh which, fortunately, I did not under-
stand.

Through a cloud on the title, we lost
our property for 17 years while litigation
was going on. In that time, we lived in
various places about the city and vicini-
ty. During five or six years of that time,
I conducted the Sulphur Hot Springs re-
sort in Montecito.?

Finally, the litigation was decided in
our favor and we moved back into the
old adobe on State Street.

Along came Pedro Loco. He made
extravagant protestations in Spanish for
my late husband, “El Capitan,” and told
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how delighted he was that we had our
home again.

“I have come,” he wound up, “to re-
joice with you. I am going to spend the
whole day with you.”

There was a grass plot and a tree in
front of the house. He unsaddled the
horse so that it might graze in comfort and
made himself a place to lie down under
the trees. And there he stayed all day. We
brought him out his dinner and he ate it
there alone.

At five oclock, he saddled up again,
saluted us with flourishes of his large hat,
mounted and rode away.

Prices would soar

I suppose you know that 20 years ago,
the Southern Pacific went out of the city
to the north and west on Gutierrez Street.
There were many curves and some bad
accidents happened. The Southern Pacif-
ic decided to straighten its lines and, about
18 years ago, sent two men here who
stayed at the Potter, then newly built.

They kept secret who they represented
and made persistent attempts to buy my
property. Of course, they had to work
carefully, because they knew that if the
news got out before they had all the op-
tions, the prices of property would soar
out of sight.

I refused to treat with them, though
they kept coming every day for months.
Finally, a rumor came to us of the pro-
posed railroad change. We had decided
that there would be plenty of business
down this way with the coming of the
Potter Hotel and were building three
stores on State Street, at the upper corner
of our property, during the latter part of
the negotiations.

When the railroad rumor came to me, I
knew that they could condemn the land

and [ said to them, “If you represent the
railroad, [ will talk business.”

They bound me to secrecy and gave
me a very good price. They told appre-
ciatively how they had watched those
stores go up and how they had to wire
San Francisco each night of the progress
which we were making.

In the settlement, they paid us for eve-
ry nail driven into the stores and for eve-
ry hour the carpenters spent upon it.

The neighbors were very curious
when we began taking down the stores.
We moved the lumber over here and
built this apartment house, where I now
live, at 104 Chapala. When the options
were all secured, the people gave me
credit for being very shrewd and starting
the erection of the stores on purpose to
make the company pay more. But [ am
not entitled to the credit or discredit of
such shrewdness, because I knew noth-
ing of the railroad’s proposed change of
route until a day or so before I sold.

When the tracks were straightened,
they ran over the site of our old house,
which, of course, had been torn down.

Editor's Notes

1. Merritt probably served on the sec-
ond Committee of Vigilance, formed in
1856. In combating crime in San Francis-
co, the Committee made arrests, estab-
lished its own tribunal system and car-
ried out its own, at times, capital, pun-
ishments.

2. At this time, the island was owned
by Andrés Castillero, who had received
the grant from the Mexican governor of
California in 1839. He sold the island to
William E. Barron in 1857.

3. The Winfield Scott went aground
at Anacapa Island in December, 1853.

4. There is some question whether
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the eagle came from the Winfield Scott or
from the Yankee Blade, which sank off
Point Arguello in September, 1854. For
the Yankee Blade account, see Walker
Tompkins' book, It Happened in Old
Santa Barbara.

5. The whole story of the introduc-
tion of pigs to Santa Cruz Island may
never be known. It is generally thought
that James Box began raising pigs there in
the early 1850's. One story has Box sell-
ing the pigs and leaving the island in
1853. Another relates how Thomas More
sued Box for repayment of a loan and
sent Captain Kimberly to Santa Cruz to
retrieve the pigs as partial repayment.
Kimberly rounded up a small number,
but found the rest too wild to be worth-
while to catch. That Kimberly himself
originally brought the pigs to the island
seemsdoubtful.

6. Captain Kimberly filed a claim for
160 acres on San Nicolas Island in 1858,

After her husband's death, Mrs. Kimberly engaged in a number of enterprises to support

although he had been on the island for
some years before that, probably since
1856. He sold his holdings in 1870 to
William Hamilton and Abraham Halsey.

7. The building that housed the St.
Charles Hotel was never moved. It was
built by Alpheus Thompson in 1834-36
in what is now the Picadilly Square retail
complex in the 800 block of State Street.
The St. Charles Market was located here
in the early 19oo’s. The adobe was torn
down in 1913. The Daily News was lo-
cated at 720 State Street in 1922, moving
to De la Guerra Plaza in 1923.

8. With the otter on the verge of ex-
tinction, the U.S., Russia, Japan and
Great Britain signed the International Fur
Treaty in 1911, which forbade killing ot-
ters at sea. The otter population made a
comeback and now numbers in the thou-
sands.

9. Mrs. Kimberly ran the Hot Springs
resort on and off during the late 1800's.
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her family. Here she is pictured in 1884 with her boarders at the White House, comer of
Chapala and Haley. Mrs. Kimberly is behind and slightly to the right of the little boy.






